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Depression lives in me like an animal that claws and rips and rages inside me and fights to tear its way out. 
Sometimes l'm as much a victim to my rages as everyone around me, because l'm watching myself, unable to 
stop it. I'm blind and deaf and senseless when it takes over, like it's a storm that clings on for dear life till it 
passes, and then I'm left to try to fix the damage. 


There are days when | can barely force myself out of bed or whatever couch | crashed on, and then there 


are those days when I'm untouchable, everybody's friend. 


| don't hate myself. I'm not disappointed and I'm not carrying around a grudge like everyone thinks | am. | don't 
hate my life. | love it. I'm living the fucking dream. I'm living fucking proof that the I've got the talent and the 
balls to do what no one thought | could. I'm not the same drunken fuck up | was eight years ago. That's right, | 
showed everyone up. | showed myself that | don't need anyone to get what | want. 


And | got a guy who's been my best friend since we first met, and my lover soon after. Junior, you know what 
you are to me. | hold onto you so tight just because | still can't believe my eyes when | see you sleeping 


beside me, with a smile and a bruise on your face, both from me. 


But it's those same eyes that saw me back when | was still that young fuck up loser. You've seen me at my 
very worst, and | hate you for it because there's no way | can make you forget that. | could devote my life to 
making up for my past. | could rip off everything that would remind anyone of my past self, until I'm 


unrecognizable, but it would never work. There will always be something that will give me away. 


Just like you'll always remember each and every time | hit you, each time | break you down just so | can have 
something to stand on. Whenever those dark clouds spring up from nowhere and strangle me, you're there for 
me, Junior. You're there to be my victim so that | don't take it out on myself. Or, at least so the damage to 
myself is..non lethal. 


How can | love someone who's ashamed of me? If you're not, you're stupid and blind. But what's even worse is 
the shame | feel for myself, for having to face you after the things I've done. It's not just the fights or those 
things | said, it's what I've done to you. I've changed you. I've taken everything that's good and sweet and pure 
inside you and twisted it to suit my own fantasy, my own needs. You wear a leather collar with jingling parts 
to remind me that you're mine, you talk and act and think differently now, due to how I've "trained" you. You're 


conditioned to live and breathe only for me. 


But that's what true love is, isn't it? | can't imagine having it any other way, and | know you feel the same. We 
need it that way, we both do. Is it abuse if you can't live without it? And you're right to accuse me of 
sleeping around, Junior, but I've never taken anyone else, not like I've taken you. No one else is important 


enough to me to deserve to be my possession, the way you are. 


Should | even bother apologizing? | don't want to wear out the words, I've pleaded and moaned and screamed 
them too much already, and what the Hell do they mean, when you and | know l'm just gonna do the same shit. 
Maybe | am that same fucked up person I've been trying to hide. | just changed my hair a bit, changed my 
clothes, and | do harder drugs now. | don't talk about James anymore, but itd probably be safer if | did. Maybe 
then | wouldn't have so much pent up inside me, screaming for any kind of release. 0, and it especially loves it 
when | release on you, this monster inside me. The day | stop beating on you is when you should really be 


worried, sweetheart, because that's the day | my passion dies. 


Can you carry on, Junior? | know you can, you've done so for longer than most people stay together, so the 
real question is will you? I've put you in the hospital God knows how many times..will there be a last time? | 
just know it's going to get so much worse before it gets better, if it ever does. | just keep waiting for that 
day, if it will ever come, when you finally give up, and | wouldn't blame you. It's not just the physical attacks, 
Junior, that's the least of your problems. | know how | must seem to you when | say those things, | know 
you're asking yourself how | could possibly treat you like | can't even bear to waste my spit on you and then 
claim to love you. | know what my hateful eyes look like when they're sizing you up like an easy meal, because 
I've seen that look in men almost as vicious as me, and | still remember the shame of it. 


If it means anything to you, Junior, you're my last shred of humanity. You're the only thing keeping me on this 
Earth, even as selfish as | can get with my self pity sometimes. I'll never kill this rage inside me, it defines me. 
I'd be a hollow shell of a man without it. But | can only hope that one day | will learn to control it, to stop 
letting it drive me through the kind of black, grim moods that make me fantasize about killing myself in 


intricate and violent ways. 


| will hurt you again. And again and again. | will find new ways to torture you for an even smaller infraction | 
will search for any secret you thought you could hide from me and drag it through the mud. You'll never be 
free, even if you leave, because | will haunt you and invade the life you try to build for yourself until I've 
broken you yet again. But no one will love you as deeply as | do, Junior. No one could ever obsess over you, 
need you, demand every part of you as | do. No one else is brave enough to take their lover apart just to put 
them back together again. | will protect you from everyone and everything, Junior, but nothing can protect you 


from me. 


But would you have it any other way? 


